88            HAWTHORNE AND HIS   WIFE,
respects with all the other peers and peeresses and the diplomatic corps. Shall I tell you how I was dressed for this mighty occasion ? I will try. I wore that violet brocade (which color here is mourning), with a corsage of low neck and short sleeves, trimmed with Mechlin lace and violet ribbons by a Parisian modiste. Close round my throat was a black velvet ribbon, holding a pendant of diamonds in front. In front of my corsage was a pearl brooch, and a bouquet of white and purple violets. I wore jet bracelets on one arm, and on the other a gold one with a great carbuncle suspended from it; white kid gloves, and an India fan of ivory, delicately wrought. My hair was rolled in the coronet fashion ; and four white feathers, two on each side, drooped downwards towards my neck. What do you think of mamma in this costume ? Aunt Sue, being in deep mourning, wore a black velvet dress, with a white and gold feather in her hair. Uncle John never looked so well in full dress as in his home costume, and never so well as when buttoned up to his throat, with no appearance of white except his collar. The only sign of his rank that he allows himself is buttons with the eagle on his coat. But on that evening the diplomatic corps and officers (except the highest, and their aids) were not in full costume, because it was a social soir6e, and not a state occasion.
Well,, we drove off to the palace, and upon arriving found the staircase, with its beautiful border of bas-